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In the kitchen live a pair of doves in a large cage, and the house is
filled with their soft sweet deep cooing.

Wednesday, 27 July

To the Land's End. Early breakfast at 7 and desperate rush to
7.35 train at Perranwell, Mrs. H. driving in the pony carriage, H.
and I running the short cut by the Church for bare Life like rabbits.
Caught the Truro train by one minute. From Truro to Penzance
by rail. Capt. and Mrs. Parker and Miss Lewis got in at Camborne
from Rosewarne to join the picnic. By the time we reached
Penzance I was becoming rather cooler. St. Michael's Mount in
mist and the sea very smooth. H. had telegraphed to the Western
Hotel, Penzance, for a carriage and pair, and we were met at the
station by a small waggonette with a bay and grey. With some
difficulty we stowed all the hampers on board and set off driving
along the beach for some distance till we turned inland along the
pretty road to the cross road made by the meeting of the four beau-
tiful avenues. A little further on an oak arched completely over the
road, and the driver, Edward Noy, said that no other oak arched
the road between this place and London.

There were some long steep hills on the road but the horses in
perfect training took us up and down capitally. Gapt. Parker was
the life of the party and kept the waggonette in a roar. Egg sand-
wiches went round and presently we stopped to have sherry all
round. When we were ready to go on Capt. Parker said to Mrs. H.,
'If we wanted a donkey to go on what would you say?' Then he
added instantly in a loud voice, 'Proceed, Edward/ There was a
roar from the waggonette, everyone was convulsed, and Edward
grinned a tremendous grin, looked somewhat red and foolish, and
proceeded amidst a storm of kughter. It was a very merry party.
The Scilly telegraph wire accompanied us along the road.

The horses were put up at the inn and we walked by a narrow
pass cut in the cliffs and over steep slippery rock slopes and ledges
to the Logan Stone. At the foot of die steep rock on which the
Logan Stone is balanced a man stood ready to show the way up,
and when he saw me coming he began to run up just like a monkey.
His action was so sudden, strange and wild, and so exactly that of a
monkey clambering up the bars of his cage, that I looked to see
whether he had a tail. He helped me up capitally with knee and hand.